
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Praise for Rebel Lords of London:

	 

	Enchanting the Earl

	"The sparks fly in this rich Regency romance that makes you want more!" ~ Kara O’Neal

	 

	The Earl's Error
"Sexy and exciting: Kathy L Wheeler tops smouldering romance with an intriguing mystery." ~Miranda Neville, Best Selling Author 

	 

	The Marquis's Misstep
"Quick pacing, funny dialogue, and charming characters make Kathy L Wheeler's books a must-read!" ~Double Rita Finalist, Amanda McCabe

	 

	The 7th Son
"7th Son is both gripping and delightful. A hero and heroine to root for. Twists and turns perfect for mystery lovers. A setting pure bliss for lovers of romance. And finding long-lost diaries to break a family curse, made for the perfect read." ~ RWA Nora Roberts Lifetime Award recipient, Sharon Sala - author of - THE LAST STRAW

	 

	“Expect a fast-paced ride in this captivating tale, written in Kathy L Wheeler’s bold, dynamic style. Intrigue, love, scandal and curses — what more could any reader want? You'll stay riveted until the very last page!” Author Jude Bayton — The Secret of Mowbray Manor

	 

	"Who can resist a romance between a cursed artist and an art critic with a tragic past? I was hooked from the enticing beginning to the satisfying end. Kathy L Wheeler has created a compelling story with a mysterious journal, sizzling passion and characters that come alive. Rich in setting and emotion, 7th Son takes readers on a twisty, tantalizing ride.” ~ Award winning author, Alicia Dean

	 

	The Viscount’s Vendetta

	"Edgy, fast-paced, sexy, is Kathy L Wheeler's latest Rebel Lord of London." ~USA Today and New York Times Bestselling author, Cheryl Bolen

	 

	The Duke’s Detour

	“Absolutely delightful! Prepare to be swept away to Regency England and fall in love." ~Author Winning Author, Valerie Bowman

	 

	“The Duke’s Detour is a wonderfully engaging romance. The plot is great but the characters—flawed yet sympathetic—are what really draws you in and makes the story unputdownable. With humor and passion and a couple of adorable little boys, this Regency Romance is a keeper.” ~ Award Winning Author, Alicia Dean 

	 

	“The Duke's Detour is a page-turning romp that ends in a perfect happily-ever-after!” ~ Kara O’Neal

	 

	Captivated By His Countess 

	“In Captivated By His Countess, Kathy L Wheeler weaves a passionate Regency romance that you'll devour while you root for Gabby and James's well-deserved HEA.” ~ Janna MacGregor 

	 

	“Charming yet sensual, with a deeply riveting plot.” ~Kimberly Charleston, BooksUplift.com

	 

	Bedeviled By the Baroness

	“A mystery to draw you in and character so vividly drawn, how could anyone resist this Regency romance?” ~ Award Winning Author, Meredith Bond

	 

	“Kathy L Wheeler is a gifted writer and I’m a huge fan. Her gift for writing historical romance makes me yearn for more. If you’re looking for an escape into the past, pick up Bedeviled by the Baroness.” ~N.N. Light’s Book Haven
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	This story is work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination and/or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	 

	All rights reserved.

	No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, without express written permission from Kathy L Wheeler.

	 

	For avoidance of doubt, Author reserves the rights, and [Publisher/Platform] has no rights to, reproduce and/or otherwise use the Work in any manner for purposes of training artificial intelligence technologies to generate text, including without limitation, technologies that are capable of generating works in the same style or genre as the Work, unless [Publisher/Platform] obtains Author’s specific and express permission to do so. Nor does [Publisher/Platform] have the right to sublicense others to reproduce and/or otherwise use the Work in any manner for purposes of training artificial intelligence technologies to generate text without Author’s specific and express permission.
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Kill Thy Not – The Ancient Curse of the Romani

	 

	By the blessed power of Saint Sarah la Kali

	From this day forth, and ages beyond,

	On the birth moon of the seventh son

	Cast issue of your soul by three and thirty

	Madness ’ere you’ll fall, the rest of your long and natural life.

	Heed me thee as I vow, 

	Only blood blended by mine and thee

	Shall free your blackened soul.

	 

	 

	
Prologue
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	Colchester, England – 1819

	 

	The breeze in Colchester stirred the trees in the softest flutter of discernible utterances. Winslow Spears, Viscount Yates and future sixth Earl of Griston, ambled down the country lane. He was only eight years old, but that was old enough to know several life-altering facts: His father had gone mad, and Winslow could never hope to outlive the shame. His grandmother would likely not allow him back at Eton. And a Mr. Julian Featherstone, his appointed guardian, had already been installed.

	Another was a less believable yet irrefutable truth. With his father now gone, the trees had grown much quieter. Winslow still heard the chants, but they were very faint now. It was a bit of a relief. Lately, when father had been about—Since the house party, Winslow thought—the sounds were… deafening.

	Solitude made for a long life, and he was terrified that was what his life was being reduced to, for a reason not of his understanding or choosing.

	Winslow kicked at a pebble on the dusty path, ran up, and kicked it again. Then again, until he was running. As hard and as fast as his legs would carry him. Until tears streamed down his face and there was nowhere else to run. 
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	Colchester, England – 2019

	 

	Yes. That was her. The worst art critic Alistar Spears, eleventh Earl of Griston—also known as Jess Aldis in the art world—had ever had the misfortune of having linked to his name. His work. From behind, Peyton McKenzie looked nothing like her scathing words would indicate. He’d expected to see long and dark, stringy hair, topped with a black pointy hat. Instead, a chaotic bob of dark curls rested just below her nape. The cut drew his eye to a slender waist and gentle flair of hips. Such enticing perfection infuriated him. 

	The sound of her laughter breached his eardrums from across the small gallery. Did it have the sound of a throaty, sultry quality, reminiscent of Esmeralda who haunted the halls of Notre Dame before the notorious fire had destroyed the landmark? No such luck. It more resembled the soft tinkles of tiny ice cubes gently dropped into a fragile glass—softer still as her laughter faded like fizzing champagne bubbles rising to the top in its delicate flute. 

	She turned, catching him unprepared for the heart-shaped face, complete with pert, upturned nose and full, pink, kissable lips. A prickle of heat crawled up through his chest, whispered over his arms, and down his spine, rendering him immobile.

	A string of withering insults that bordered on defamatory over the course of her bourgeoning career seared his brain like a bad tattoo indelibly inked onto his forehead, every ounce of his aristocratic heritage deserting him as he swallowed his growl of frustration before it erupted in the form of an ancient warrior cry on the attack. 

	Artist Lover’s Digest, January 2016:  The art world is being turned on its head. The reason? Jess Aldis’s works depict a period in history most Europeans would dearly love to leave behind. Subjects of slavery and murder dominate each and every watercolor. One must wonder why he has not seen fit to offer anything more creative than images seen and done time and again. I’ve yet to experience the depth of color needed to bring, dare I say, Art to life… Does the man have any modicum of talent? Perhaps an ability to tap into an inner eye? If you run across an Aldis, I suggest you keep running. On the other hand, S. C. Beck splashes the world with her abstracts’ brightness. They are worth their exorbitant prices... Peyton McKenzie

	 

	The Art Lover’s Journal, November 2017:  Are you a lover of history? Of dashing works filled with excitement and adventure? Check out the exhibitions at the USC Fisher Museum of Art in Los Angeles. The Elizabeth Holmes Fisher Collection will steal your breath with stellar works that include 17th and 18th century British portraits. Missing the Flemish masterworks would constitute a crime. Choosing the Armand Hammer Collection over Jess Aldis’s brooding savagery is sage advice. Aldis’s works are better suited for the underground. When I say underground, I do mean buried beneath the Tower of London never to see the light of day… Peyton McKenzie

	 

	Oh, there were others. Many others, but it was Ms. McKenzie’s last review posted in Artiste Internationál that had sent the blood surging through his veins in a rage of fury. 

	 

	Artiste Internationál, August 2018: I’ve often wondered what Jess Aldis eats for breakfast. Such mundane subjects over the years are enough to boggle the mind. Still sadly lacking after fourteen years of watercolor as his main medium, perhaps Mr. Aldis might consider advice from a Yale MFA alumni in selecting a different way to express his disgust of humanity. Pottery comes to mind… Peyton McKenzie

	 

	How dare she suggest she understood art better than he? He had half a mind to trap her in a dark closet and express his disgust of humanity one-on-one. 

	Alistar clenched his hands into fists, preparing for the battle he’d waited over a decade for.

	“Down, boy,” Carson Deeds, his longtime friend and agent, hissed.

	Alistar’s lip curled into what he was certain resembled nothing like a smile. He flexed his fingers, willing himself to loosen up, waiting for the moment she caught sight of his latest vision. It was sure to silence her small-minded smugness. He caught a wide smile on Carson’s face.

	“Hot little thing. Who is she?”

	Snagging a glass of chardonnay from a passing a tray, Alistar’s gaze never wavered from the hot little thing as he sipped. “Peyton McKenzie, art critic extraordinaire.” 

	 

	 

	Adrenaline spiked Peyton McKenzie’s pulse, sending it thudding in an erratic pace that pressed the air from her lungs. The eyes from the fierce warrior—the only word that came to mind—stabbed her with an intensity designed to kill. As casually as she could manage, she turned to another stunning work that let loose a swarm of butterflies in her stomach. She snatched the arm of Tarron Coombs, her best friend in the whole world. He accompanied her to many of the gallery openings, and quite suddenly she was glad he’d made it to this one in the gently rolling meadows of the English countryside. With a stolen glance over her shoulder, where the warrior’s gaze on her shoulder threatened to knock her to her knees, she spun back, lowering her voice. “Tarron, look at this.”

	Strong, heavy strokes of thick oil left Peyton feeling as if the hand that had wielded the paintbrush knew just how much pressure to use and where to apply pigment. The strokes were almost… erotic. The colors depicted were somewhat nondescript really. Faded reds, browns, ivory, yellow. Nothing to write home about. But somehow her connection to the work felt… visceral. There was nothing remotely sensual in the subject—just a period piece, oddly enough, of a framed picture. It was a strange way to portray the painting of another picture.

	“I don’t understand,” she said softly to no one in particular. The painting showed a framed art piece propped sideways against a table. Brilliantly streamed, yet muted, sunrays through an open window illustrated a gentle breeze and billowing sheer linens from behind. The soft light showcased the painting within the painting. The artist portrayed other less distinguishable objects shrouded in gloom. A youngish woman, perhaps in her twenties appeared stiff, her long black hair without a single curl had been gathered and pulled forward over one shoulder. Her features were vague except for the slight curvature to her red lips that portrayed a depth of sorrow that brought a sting to Peyton’s eyes. The young woman sat at a scarred wood table, quill in hand, poised to write in a journal, though the journal was closed as if she’d just finished her latest entry.

	A tingling sensation started in Peyton’s fingers, working its way to her other extremities, leaving her feeling a little lightheaded. She hadn’t responded so physically to a piece of art since college when she was working on her master’s in fine arts. A work which continued to haunt her to this day. She’d never confided to anyone what she’d seen. The scene of a gruesome double murder: the man behind a desk, his head dropped forward, a black pool saturating the disorganized papers on top, and at the other end, a woman lay on the floor, her eyes open, in another black pool, this one at her head. The only light in the dark picture of black and gray was the shiny brilliance of the diamond on the woman’s left hand. And most shocking of all, within the depths of the shadows beneath, hugging the dead man’s legs, was the murky outline of a small child.

	It was the first painting Peyton had been assigned to critique. The overwhelming sensation of black dots had teased the edge of her vision that day, constricting her chest until she couldn’t breathe. As if the unseen murderer had her by the throat and squeezed until she’d fainted.

	Just remembering that painting still made her skin crawl. A scene she found too similar. A scene that drew her in, mind and body. 

	Because in her heart, Peyton believed she was the child clinging to the leg of that man at the desk. A painting depicted her own parents’ double murder.

	Peyton tore her eyes from the girl at the desk to study the shadows, the odd variety of furniture. Their depths disturbed her in more ways than she could define, or maybe refused to acknowledge. There was something horribly familiar about the work. Not just the strokes and thickness of the paint. No, she recognized the—

	“You know. This portrayal looks like that room in your grandfather’s house. Remember? The one we had trouble locating the key for?” Tarron’s voice seemed terribly far away.

	Are you in a tunnel? The words were there but were stuck in a dry throat that refused to function on command.

	Tarron’s arm slipped from her hold. She sagged as he dipped close to the lower right corner of the painting. “Hmm, you’re not going to believe this, darling. But it appears as if your nemesis, Jess Aldis is the genius behind—”

	Peyton succumbed to another welcoming darkness that she imagined resembled the nondescript portions of Jess Aldis’s latest piece.

	 

	
 

	 

	Two
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	Bloody hell.” Alistar thrust his empty wine glass at Carson. He reached Peyton McKenzie just before she hit the waxed wood beneath her. The glass missed its mark and shattered, littering the floor with shards that silenced the murmuring crowd.

	“Holy shit.” Miss McKenzie’s companion, a flamboyantly-dressed effeminate man, spun, his hands fluttering out uselessly. “Peyton? Oh dear. Oh dear.”

	Alistar resisted rolling his eyes, taking the unexpected opportunity to study the girl in his arms. Her skin was perfection. A rare translucent cream-colored porcelain that made his fingers twitch with a need to mix a tube of warm ivory with umber to match her perfect shade. How could someone who looked so innocent write such scathing tripe? A mouth like hers belonged on an angel.

	Blast. What was he thinking? Peyton McKenzie was no angel. She was the devil in an angel’s clothes. And he was cursed. 

	“In here, my lord.” The curator led him through to an office. 

	Alistar lowered the she-devil to a tufted sofa and stepped back. Her eyes fluttered and opened. He identified the color immediately. A manganese-blue hue, ideal for painting sky and water. He flinched beneath her unblinking stare. Heart pounding furiously, he stepped away, his eyes never leaving hers. He reached the door and turned, hurrying through the nearest exit that led outside to the open air. There he was hit with the rustling trees speaking the Romanian mantra he would never escape. The closer his thirty-third birthday drew, the stronger and louder yet more jumbled the words became. He bent at the waist with his palms flattened just above his knees, breathing hard.

	“You want to tell me what that was all about?” Carson had followed him out the back door of the small, elegant museum. He held another two flutes.

	“Not particularly.” As close as he and Carson were, Alistar had never confessed anything regarding the curse. He’d likely be committed before the inevitable. He slowly straightened. 

	“She’s an attractive girl.”

	Unfortunately. That damned curse. Of course, he’d never believed such a thing existed. Who in their right mind would? That the Earl of Griston would go insane on the day of his thirty-third birthday. Alistar had thumbed his nose at the notion until his father, the tenth Earl of Griston, had been hospitalized when Alistar was thirteen. His father had died an agonizing death of brain cancer five years later at the age of thirty-eight, making Alistar Spears the eleventh in a long line of mad earls.

	Yes, he’d done his research. The one glaring thing he’d gathered was that something horrific had happened in the summer of 1819. But what?

	And nowhere could Alistar find it documented. No one could explain what happened to cause Loren Spears, the fifth earl, to go mad on his thirty-third birthday. If Alistar was destined for an asylum, he just wanted to know why. 

	“Why did she faint when she saw Girl in the Window? It
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